
ThcYragtdierf 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither* 

Thus plated i n liabi! i ments of warre. 

And formally according to our lawe, 

Dcpofe him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What i s thy name? and wherforc comft thou hit herf 
Before kingRichard in his royall lifts* 

Agair.ft whom comes thou? and wbats thy quarrell? 
Spcakc like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bui. Harry of Hcrford,Lancafter andDarbic 
Am ], who ready here do ft and in Armcs 
To proue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke ofNorffolkc, 

That he is a traitour foulcand dangerous* 

To God of heauen, king Richardand tome: 

And a*I truely fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold. 

Or daring, hardy, as to touch the lifter. 

Except the Marti al l and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direft thefe faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Martial), let me kiflc my Souereigacs hand; 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie* 

Far Mowbray and my felfe arc like two men* 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let v* take a ceremonious lcaue, 

Andlouing farewell ofour feucrall friends. 

Mar. The appellant ifi allduety grretes your Highnes, 
And craues to kiflc your hand, and take his lcaue. 

King W c will dctccnd and fold him in our armcs, 

Coofin of Herford,as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewell my bloud, which if to day thou (head. 

Lament we may, butnotreuenge the dead, 

Bui. O let no ncble cic prophane a teare 
For tne,if 1 be gordc with Mowbraics fpcare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bi rd,d o I with Mowbray fight. 

Myltuing Lord,! take my lcaue of you: 
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King Richard the fecend* 


Of you (my noble coufin) Lord A u marie. 

Not ficke although I haue to do with death. 

But lufty.vongand chccrely drawing breth: 

Loe, as at Englifh feafts fo I regreet 
The daintieft laft.to make the end molt fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Authourofmy bloud, 

Whofe youthfull fpiriteinmc icgencratc 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach at Victory aboue my head: 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blefsings ftccle my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbraics waxen cote* 

Andfurbifh new the name of Iohn a Gaunt, 

Eucn in the luftiehauiour ofhis fonne. 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperous. 

Be fvviftlike lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
O: thy aduerfe pernitious enemy, 

Rowzc vp tby youthfull bloud, be valiant and hue* 

Bui. Mine innocence and faint George to thriuc, 

Mowh. How euer God or Fortune cart my lot. 

There liuesordies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft,and vpright Gentleman: 

Netier did captiue with a freer heart 
Caft off his cnaincs ofbondag c.and embrace 
His golden vncontrould enfranchilmenr. 

More than my dauncingfoule doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth the wifh.of happy yecres. 

As gentle, and as iocund as to left 
Go I to fight, tiuth hatha quiet breft. 

King Farewell (my Lord) fccurcly I efpie 9 
Vertue with Valour couched in thine cie. 

Order the triall Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancarter and Darby J 

B J Acceiuc 


